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protective. Any one of those reasons will
do.. If they're all true. . . ."

" I've never known you so philosophical,
Jimmy/'

" It's a subject I've thought about," said
Miss Considine in her dreamiest manner.

They bought the shoes at Pouncett's. It was
the only pair, sent over from Paris as a pattern.

" I thought they would fit you/' murmured
Miss Considine, with the unemphatic satis-
faction of one used to being right. " Don't
take them off."

Felicia admired her peach-coloured shoes
against the silver-grey cushions of the car.
They were so unexpected and so beautiful.
Like the glass slipper, they seemed to lead
her tripping away into another world, where
she also found it easy to be indifferent and
time ticked pleasantly into her ear; where
she felt that Boston's letter, which she carried
in her bag, was the letter of a mere mortal;
from whence she looked as through an
immense telescope at a girl crying herself
to sleep on a low divan. She looked at her
big buff-coloured gloves and the fringe of
fine lace to her sleeves; she thought of her
reflection in the long mirror that morning.
It was as though she had put on the garments